Helping Hands 


Author: Stinger 

Bands: Manic Street Preachers 

Characters: James Dean Bradfield, Nicky Wire, Richey Edwards, Sean Moore 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen, Het] 


Updated: Sun Sep 27 2015 12:43:28 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Friends 


Author's Notes: 
| do not know Richey or any of Manic Street Preachers, to the best of my knowledge this is pure fiction 


Helping Hands 


Cerys groaned at the reflection staring back at her, there was no getting away from it, she'd have to do her 
make-up again. No matter how hard she tried, her eye-liner always managed to look a mess. It was a good 
thing that she had started getting ready in plenty of time, much to the amusement of Rachel and Richey. With 
a sigh of resignation, she grabbed the cleanser and cotton wool, taking care not to be too harsh; if she made 


her eyes red and sore, she wouldn't be able to put any eye shadow or liner on. 


Richey had been a friend of hers from their early school days; they'd been in the same class. She'd become 
best friends with Rachel after spending lots of time at their house when she and Richey went to secondary 
school and would help each other out with course work, although it was usually Richey helping Cerys, he was 
so much more intelligent and intellectual. Things that went straight over her head, Richey grasped in a 


heartbeat. 


It had been rare for Richey to spend much time at Cerys’ house; it wasn't a happy home. Her father was an 
abusive alcoholic whom would beat his wife up when he'd had too much to drink, not caring if there were 


visitors present or not, that all changed dramatically one night. 


Richey had been there, the two of them talking and listening to records in her bedroom, when her father 
burst in, flying violently at Cerys with his fists, calling her all manner of obscene names, accusing her of 
having sex with Richey, and being no better than a whore. Richey had got off the bed, striking her father on 
the back of his head with a large book, taking him by surprise. He then tried to hit Richey but Cerys had 
managed to kick the back of his knees, making him crumble to the floor - his booze sodden body not having 
much stability. 


Richey and Cerys fled down the stairs, urging her mum to leave with them, but she had refused, as always 
making excuses for her husband. Soon he was descending the stairs, still being abusive and threatening. They 
couldn't be sure what happened after that; whether he had missed a step or tripped, but he was suddenly 
hurtling to the bottom of the stairs, landing face first in the front door, knocking himself out. 


Richey and Cerys had stayed with her mum until the ambulance had taken him to hospital, offering her 
comfort and reassurance. It was at this point that her mum had made the decision to inform the police about 
his abusive and violent behaviour. Together they went to the police station, Cerys and Richey giving 
statements about the night's incident, Cerys also speaking of the violence that they had to live with on a daily 
basis. Her mum had photo's of her bruises, black eyes and lash marks taken and recorded, leading to the police 
to arrest Cerys’ dad whilst he was in hospital. An officer stayed with him until he was discharged the following 
morning, when he was sent straight to court for a hearing. The only time that Cerys, her mum and Richey 
saw him again was in court. Initially he had pleaded not guilty, but on the day he admitted to his guilt, and was 
placed in remand for a week until the judge pronounced his sentence. It was to be the last time Cerys saw her 


father - he died in prison not long after beginning his sentence - his body failing due to the chronic alcoholism. 


Cerys had been amazed at Richey's inner strength, throughout it all. He'd been her rock, often sitting with her 
into the early hours whilst she sobbed and relived the trauma that had been her childhood. Richey and his 
family rallied around Cerys and her mum, helping them both where ever and however they possibly could, in 
pain for their friends. 


James, Nicky, Sean and their parents helped, and, although it was the Edwards’ clan that Cerys and her mum 
were closest to, all of them helped the two women out when they could. They all went round to redecorate the 
house for them, neither Cerys or her mum having any spare money because her father had drunk it all away, 
and the families would help Cerys and her mum out by taking casseroles, stews or baking, around for them 


too. 


She had always been close to Richey, had a deep connection to him - they often knew what the other was 
thinking or would finish off their sentences, but the tragic, traumatic event brought them closer; Richey often 
spending the night with her, soothing her when she woke screaming and crying following a bad dream. It wasn't 


a sexual relationship, though her mother wouldn't have been upset if it was: Richey loved her daughter and 


treat her the way a woman ought to be treated, with respect, love and kindness. Everyone thought that it was 


only a matter of time for the young pair to announce that they were dating; the announcement never came. 
Since Richey had become a part of the band, she now spent a lot of time with Rachel, Richey often away 
recording or touring, yet when he returned it was always the same story, Cerys and Richey would be 


inseparable for a week or more, catching up on all that they'd been up to, as well as talking at length about 


things that had inspired them. 

"Rich?" Cerys called from the bathroom. "Could you be my knight in shining armour again, and rescue me from 
another liner disaster?" 

His bedroom was next door to the bathroom, and he was with her almost instantly, not in the least perturbed 
by Cerys being dressed in her bra and knickers, he'd lost count of the amount of times that they had seen 


one another in their underwear and he regarded it as no different to seeing her in her swimsuit. 


"You know what?" Richey giggled, picking up the black pencil and standing in front of her. "If you slowed down 


you'd have more success. You don't have to hurry it, you know." 
"Cheeky bugger!" She giggled, roughing his dark brown hair with her hands. "I did it slowly.” 


"Of course you did, honey," he tittered back. "I'll do it faintly for you, then you put the rest of your eye 


make-up on, and you should be able to see it enough to go over it more strongly to finish it off" 
"Can't you do it for me? It will be quicker as well as being a thousand times better." 
Cerys blew him a cheeky kiss. "Go on, you know that you want to." 


There was no sound sweeter than that of Richey laughing and joking, although a close second was his soft, 
gentle speaking voice, which managed to make Cerys feel decidedly hot and fuzzy inside. 


"What do you do when I'm not here?" He had already drawn a quick line as a guide on her upper lashes, and 


had selected some eye shadow colours to apply. "Where are the brushes, honey?" 
"Oh, hang on" Cerys reached in a gold vanity bag, and took out a roll containing a brush set. "There you go." 
"You've got all the tools, so there are no excuses." 


| can do it fine until the liner, then it goes to pot," Cerys snickered nervously. "| don't have a steady hand like 


you." 


"Right, slap your foundation on" 


" Slap! my foundation on? Are you implying that | put on too much?" She liked being mischievous with hin, like 
this. 


In the room opposite, Rachel was giggling away, amazed at the way the pair of them could flirt like crazy yet 
never do any more about it. It was sweet; it was cute; it was annoying. Her brother drove her nuts constantly 
talking about Cerys, about the things he wanted them to do and the places that he wanted to take her. It was 
as though he was scared of his emotions, perhaps the night at Cerys' when the incident had happened had 
affected Richey more deeply than she and his other friends and family could appreciate. 


Rachel had tried to talk to him about it several times, Richey always managing to fob her off with some 
feeble excuse, or saying that she was reading too much into it. Well tonight, she was determined to engineer 
the two of them becoming a couple at long last. Richey was going to find it hard to refuse - his band mates 
were in on it too; they'd had enough of all the ‘pussyfooting' around that he and Cerys were doing. 


Cerys had openly admitted that she was head over heels with Richey: ‘I'm smitten with the little Imp, not that 


he sees me that way, sadly: 


Only, Richey did; he adored her, adored her so much that he wanted to protect her from his ridiculous life. He 
had begun self harming, stopped eating well, was smoking too much. At times he felt lost, totally alone, despite 
being with his three best mates on the road or in the studio; the press were gunning for him, and he found it 


draining. 
He was regularly mocked for being ‘too’ intelligent or writing lyrics that most would have trouble deciphering. 


The only peace and real happiness he felt was when he was home; with Cerys. If she was repulsed by his 
scars, she kept it quiet. If she was repulsed by his loss of weight, she never gave any indication Within hours 
of being back with her, he was laughing again, genuinely relaxed and content. With her he had no pressure to 


be anyone or thing, other than Richey - her friend, her confidante. 


He enjoyed spending time with her, especially when he stayed over at her house, in her room, in her bed, both 
sleeping in their underwear. The two of them would fall asleep cuddling in the single bed, after a playful 


argument over who was due to sleep up against the wall, he usually conceded defeat. 


He loved holding her; their bodies moulded perfectly together. Often he would kiss her cheek, her brow, or top 
of her head whilst she slept, waves of love and admiration washing over him. She was a fighter; many others 


would have crumbled, yet Cerys kept going, always finding time to encourage and support him. 
When she awoke from a bad dream, he would hold her as though she was the most precious thing in the 
world, softly whispering and stroking her, allowing her to sob until she had no more tears to shed, and would 


fall asleep, exhausted, in his arms. Seeing her in pain hurt him, he wanted to take her pain and anxiety away. 


For the last few years, his parents had relaxed their house rules, allowing Richey and Cerys to stay in his 


room when she stayed over and Richey was at home. Like the rest of the people who knew them, they wanted 
the friendship to develop in to a proper relationship, although Richey and Cerys seemed a little slow or 
reluctant to take the hint. They knew their son was in love with her; the trouble now was getting him to admit 


it and act on it. 

This weekend they wouldn't know what hit them. Richey's parents were away on a break, and the gang of 
friends had conspired to ensure that Richey and Cerys were given the push they needed. Sean, James and 
Nicky had been talking about how to get them to admit their feelings, so when Rachel went to them, explaining 


what she had in mind, they were behind her in an instant. 


"Cerys, you look stunning," commented a wildly grinning Nicky, resplendent in see through white flouncy blouse, 


and white jeans. "I'll be pinching you for a dance later." 


"IIl hold you to that, so don't you dare have too much to drink, or there'll be trouble," she smiled, kissing him 
warmly on both of his cheeks. "You don't think the dress is too much?" 


She was wearing a white ‘Marilyn Monroe - The Seven Year Itch dress, bought on Richey's recommendation, 


highly self conscious because she wasn't able to wear a bra beneath it. 

"Honey, if that doesn't make him sit up, take notice and act, nothing will," he said with a wink "Where is he?" 
Cerys pointed behind her: "Getting drinks.’ 

"Ah, the love of my life is herel" James said exaggeratedly, soberly dressed in jeans and red t-shirt. 


‘James, behave!" She laughed raucously, 


James having picked her up and spinning her around. "Or | won't dance with you." 


"Spoilsport," he said with a smirk, allowing her feet to touch the ground once more. "You know | am the best 


dancer there is." 

‘If you say so." 

"Here you go Cerys," Richey said, gently nudging his mates out of the way. "I got large vodkas and large white 
wines ‘cos the queue is a pain. | dread to think what it will be like when the party is in full swing later. Where 
are we sitting?" 

"Right behind you, Rich," piped up Sean, sat holding Rhian's hand. 


They all took their seats around the large table. 


"Where's your little sister?" Nicky asked. 


"She's with some of her mates somewhere or other. | gave her a drink and she buggered off" 


"She's near the DJ," said James. "I hope she's asking for something good. | have a date on the floor with your 


erm, date." 

"Nice one, James," laughed Nicky, not missing the way that Richey had glared at his comment. 

‘tm into something good’, by Herman's Hermits began playing. 

"Come on, Rich," smiled Cerys, holding her hand out to him. "Even you can dance to this one." 

"The one and only dance I'll be having tonight,” he said shyly. "Come on then, before | change my mind." 


Neither of them caught the wink that Rachel gave Sean, Nicky and James, or the thumbs up that they gave 


her in return 


That song was followed by The Kinks, The Troggs, Elvis, and Cliff Richard, Cerys managing to keep Richey on 


the dance floor. 
"At this rate, she won't need our help," remarked James happily. 
"This is those two we're talking about," Nicky sighed. "We've thought that before and then nothing came of it” 


"So far so good, don't you think?" Rachel asked, joining the gang and taking a sip of her drink. "I can't believe 
he's still dancing." 


"Did he drink at home?" Sean asked. "Because he hasn't had a sip of the drinks he got here." 

"Nope, not a drop. | think he's high on love. Look at him - he's having a ball out there." 

"Has you DJ friend complained about you telling him what to play?" James asked with a big smirk 

"No, he's fine. I've told him what we're trying to do, and he's happy to help." 

"Shush folks, they're coming back," said Nicky. 

"Time for me to make him jealous, then," grinned James, getting up from his seat. 

‘Im gagging for a drink," sighed Cerys breathlessly. "I can't believe you stayed out there with me, Android” 


"Quick drink and then you're mine for a while Cerys," said James, putting an arm around her waist. "Come on, 


hurry up. You love this one." 


"| dol" She laughed, hurriedly swallowing down her wine. "Come on then Bradders. Show me what you can do." 


" ‘Let's go all the way’? Seriously? Why did he have to dance with her to this one?" Richey asked, raising an 


eyebrow and looking a little disconcerted. 
"I think you've got your answer," winked Rachel, pointing to the dancing couple, gyrating very closely together. 
"He's practically making out with her," Richey moaned. 


"She's a single woman, he's a single guy. They can if they want, Android," Nicky said, desperately hoping he'd 
stifled his snigger so Richey hadn't heard. 


"I think they look good as a couple, don't you?" Rachel asked her brother, also trying to stop her giggles. 
"Not especially, no." He snapped. 

"Jealous by any chance, Rich?" 

"You wouldn't understand, Wire." 

"Oh, so you're a concerned friend?" 


"James isn't right for her, you know that as well as | do," he said with a gloriously pursed pout, showing his 


displeasure. 


The group then sat in silence for a few moments, wondering if enough had been done to spur their friend in to 
action, then the repartee began flowing again. James and Cerys danced to three more songs, James ensuring 
that he held her as closely as he could, planting little kisses to her cheeks when he could see Richey glaring at 
them, allowing his hands to occasionally stroll down to caress her bottom, knowing how much it would wind 


Richey up. 

James guided Cerys back to their seats, trying to hide his smile when he saw Richey sneering at them both. 
"| need a drink," Cerys sighed, slumping in her chair. "He's worn me out." 

| thought you were making out," Richey replied angrily (even when he was angry he was still softly spoken He 
never seemed to shout when he lost his temper, his words were just said with a little more edge to them). 


"What the hell will you be like when the slow songs come on?" 


"Richey don't be a grump," Cerys said, hugging him to her. "We're only having fun Play your cards right and it 


will be you next." She leant across, bestowing a kiss on the corner of his mouth. 


"Oh no it won't," piped up Nicky jokily. "He's had a turn" 


"Will you boys grow up?" She laughed. "We've got hours left, so l'm sure you can all have more than one ‘turn’ 


at dancing with me. Wow, I've never been so popular." 
"Blame that dress," grinned James, adding a wolf whistle for good luck. "Does things to a man, a dress like that." 


"Rich said it was the best of the one's | tried on, so thank him for having excellent taste." She gave his hand a 


squeeze, planting another kiss on the corner of his mouth. 

‘lm going to the loo, be back in a minute." Richey said, suddenly getting up. 

"Hang on, I'll go with you," said Nicky, hurriedly walking with his mate to the toilets. 

"My turn to get a round in, | think. Same again?" James asked, 

"Actually, could | have a pint of cider? It might quench my thirst more than these are." 
"Course you can, Cerys love. Dry or sweet?" 

"Dry, please." 

Sean got up, saying he would give James a hand to carry them all back. 

"So far all we seem to be doing is annoying Richey," sighed Rhian 

"See Rachel, this is why | was worried when you told me what you had planned. | knew he wouldn't take it well." 
"Look, we all agreed that something has to be done; you two are useless!" 

"Gee,thanks. Maybe Rich doesn't feel ‘that way’ about me?" 

‘Oh, stop it! He adores you, but you know how shy he is. He needs a little push, that's all" 
"And | suppose that Nicky is giving him a little pep talk?" 

"Naturally." 


The three girls were all laughing and joking as the boys gradually made their way back to the table, thankfully 


Richey had a huge warm smile on his face when he got back, graciously thanking James for the drinks. 


‘lm off to join my mates before they think I've dumped them. Have fun folks, oh and Rich? l'm staying over at 
Glenda's tonight, so don't expect me." 


"Why didn't you mention this before?" He grinned broadly. 

"She asked me when we got here. We're going to continue the party at her house." 
"Strange that mum and dad, and now you, are going to be away, isn't it?" 

"| have no idea what you could possibly mean,” she grinned back cheekily. 

"Come on then, Cerys," said Nicky offering her his hand. "Time for us to strut our stuff." 
"You want to dance to rock and roll?" 

"Yes, now come on. Your dress is made for this music." 


"Come on, Sean," insisted Rhian "If you think you're not going to dance with me, you've got another thing 


coming." 


Richey didn't bat an eye lid despite the way Nicky was throwing Cerys around his hips, or up in the air, 


frequently causing her to flash her knickers. 


"How come you get jealous when | dance with her? Yet he's making her flash her knickers,you're laughing and 
not pissed off; why?" James asked, drinking some of his pint. 


"Because he's not trying to get in to her knickers, James." 

"He may be fancying his chances with Rachel being a bit poorly." 

"You know he wouldn't. You on the other hand." Richey couldn't contain his giggles. 
"You need to make an honest woman of her Rich: Tell her how you feel.” 

"| know," he answered simply. "I'm going to when we get home." 


"About bloody time!" James stood up, walked around to his friend, pulled him up, and gave him a big hug. "You 
do know that | wouldn't?" 


"I know," Richey grinned back, knowing precisely what his friend meant. "You wanted to goad me; make me tell 
her that | love her? Mission accomplished, well, it soon will be." 


"Don't you dare back out of it," urged James. "You're meant for each other." 


The night flew by in a whirl of fun, frivolity, light hearted teasing and mickey taking, with lots more dancing. 


Although Richey and Cerys had some slow dances, he merely kissed her cheek, told her she was gorgeous, and 
how happy he was to be with her, though stopping short of saying more. 

Richey and Cerys walked back to his home hand in hand, merrily joking and laughing as they recalled some of 
the night's events. 


"Do you want a drink?" He asked, closing the front door behind them. 


“Actually, | think I'll take my make-up off, have a wash and go to bed, if you don't mind? I'm a bit tired," she 
giggled, squeezing his hand and giving him a peck on his cheek. "My feet are aching like mad; l'm not used to all 
that dancing." 


"l'Il be up in a minute," he answered smiling brightly. "I need to make sure all the windows are shut first. | can't 


remember doing it before we went out." 
"I think Rachel checked, but it's better to be safe than sorry." 


Richey watched her ascend the stairs, loving the way her dress floated around with each step that she took, 


mesmerised at the way her body had it's own natural sway and movement. 


He stopped outside the bathroom, watching as Cerys carefully wiped off her make-up, still wearing her 
beautiful dress, and smiled, wondering why he had waited so long. The worst she could do was say she didn't 
feel the same, yet his friends appeared adamant that she did. He'd been quoted as saying that he didn't believe 
in love; that all there was in reality was jealousy. In truth he was worried at the depth of love he felt; that he 
would ignore everyone else because of an all consuming need to be with the woman he loved Now he knew 
different: He adored knowing that he could spend time with his band mates; Cerys could spend time with Rachel 
or her other friends, and they would meet back up, and have fun, or deep conversations together. No jealousy 


- an appreciation of one another and security in what they had. 
"Stop watching and take your slap off," tittered Cerys, catching sight of him in the large mirror. 
"Budge up a bit then," he giggled, joining her. 


"Can you unhook my halter-neck for me please? My fingers have got make-up on, and | don't want to mark it. 
Just let me grab the bath sheet" She held the bath sheet against her as Richey deftly undid the hooks for 
her, the straps falling down. Cerys continued to hold the towel, nodding at Richey to pull the straps down, 
which he was happy to do, wrapped the towel around her, then totally removed her dress by doing a little 
shimmy (she had opened the zip before Richey had joined her) and knickers. "That's better, | can get a proper 
wash now," she said with a smile, taking hold of her flannel. 


Richey massaged a large amount of cleanser over his face, especially his eyes to ensure the liner and mascara 
came off, then began wiping it off with with cotton wool, all the while watching Cerys rinse her face in the sink 


of warm water, and then wash her body. 


Cerys brushed her teeth, spitting the foamy residue in the toilet so that Richey had clean water to rinse with. 
"l'Il put my body lotion on in the bedroom, and leave you to it" 


"Okay, | won't be long." He took off his jeans and red shirt, placing them in the laundry bin, and proceeded to 
have a swift strip wash. When he joined her in the bedroom she was naked, her back to him, applying the body 
lotion to her arms. He recognised the scent. "That smells nice. It's the one | got you isn't it?" 

"Indeed, all the way from exotic Japan" She screwed the top back on the large pot, walked over to Richey, 
unashamed at her nakedness and put her arms around his shoulders, kissing him sweetly on his plump lips. "It's 
gorgeous.” 

"For a gorgeous lady," he giggled, holding her to him. "Cerys?" 


"Hmm?" 


"You know | love you, don't you? | think its time we started dating" His lips briefly touched hers. "Will you be 
my girlfriend?" 


"| would love to, Richey. | was worried that you did." 


He didn't allow her to finish. Instead his mouth met hers in a deep kiss, hesitant at first, their tongues slowly 


teasing, caressing and exploring, until their passion and desire overcame them. 
"You still okay about sharing my bed?" He asked, stroking her face. 


‘Definitely, although for once, | think we should both dispense with underwear." She gave a seductive giggle, 
then started to inch his briefs down. 


"No laughing!" 
‘Oh Richey, you have nothing to laugh at" Cerys kissed him once more. "Come on, in we get." 


They slipped under the duvet, cuddling and nuzzling one another, their hands snaking up and down their bodies, 
loving the intimacy and closeness they were at last enjoying. 


Cerys laughed. "I had some interesting things stuffed in my bag at some point” She reached over to the 
bedside table and opened the bag, showing him the contents - several packs of multiple condoms. "I think we 
have enough here to open a chemist shop with." 


"| wouldn't presume that we'd." he stammered. 


"The way | see it, we share a bed all the time, so, if it happens - it happens.” 


"| want to do this right, but I'm not sure what that is: I've never been in a relationship before," Richey sighed 
shyly. 


"It is whatever feels right and natural, Richey.” 


"Maybe we ought to keep a pack handy? Just in case?" He winked mischievously, then captured her mouth in a 


passionate kiss once more; the first of many that would follow. 


